' DIALOGUE 
Between Ald John Mcclatchy, 
and Young Wilhe Ha, about 
the Marriageof his Daughter 
Maggy MFclatchy. 


To an Excellent New Tune. 


TIDHE Meal was dear ſhort ſhine, Twa good ſtilts t6 the Pleugh), 
| When they were Married together; Ann thou thy ſelf man ftear; 
Ann Maze y ſhe was in her prime, Thowft ha'e twa good ald pocks, 


When Willy made Courtſhip till her. 
Twa Piitols Charg'd be-gueſs, 
To give the Courtier a Shot, 
Ann ſine came ben the Laſs, 
Wee Swats drawn frae the Butt: 
He firſt ſpears at the Good-man, 
Ann ſine at Jean her Mither, 
Gin ye'll ge us a bit Land, 
Well Buckle our ſelves together. 
O:4 Man. 
My Daughter ye ſhall ha'e 
Pl gre ye her b< the Hann, 
But wee my Wite I man quat 
Gin I quat we my Lann; 
But your Tocher ſhall be good, 
Pl ne&er gang nen the meek, 
The Laſs bin in her Snood, 
And Cromy that kens the Stake; 
Wee an ald Bedding o Clea's, 
Was left me by my Mither, 
[They're geet-black o're wee fleas 
_ You tffay H=dleinthem tog-ther. 
Toung-Maz. 
A Bargain it ſhall be, 
But ye man mend your Hann, 
Ann think on Modelſtie; 
Gin yell no*quat wee yourLann, 
We are but young ye ken, 
Ann now we're gacn together, 
A Houſlc 1s But and Ben, 
Ann Cromie ſhe wants herPadder; 
The Bairns are coming on, , 
Ann they'll cry on there Mither, 
We ha'e neither Pot nor Pan, 
But four bair Legs together. 
Old May. | 
Thou ſhall ha'e "Docher aneugh. 
Ann that thou necd nor fear, 


That was enſt made of theT weel, 
The teen to had the Groats, 
'The tither to had the Meal: 
Wee an ald Kiſt made & wans 
T'll give thee to thy Coffer, 
Wee eiken woddie bans, 
And that may had your Tocher. 
- Joung-Man. 
Conſider now Good-man, 
T ha'e but barrow'd geer, 
The Beaſt that T Ride on, 
Is Sanzy Wiljon's Meer, © 
But as ſoon as I gan heem, 
Ill take me to my Cutts, 
The Saddle is nean of my ain, 
Ann theſe are barraw*d Boots, 
'The Clock is Geordie W at's, 
That gars me look ſo Crufs, 
Fy fill us a Cog o'Swats 
We'll mak ne mare toomrouſs. 
Old-Maz. 
Thou art an oneſt Lad, 
Fox telling me fo pain, 
I Married when little T had, 
Of Gear that was my ain; 
Good-ſooth if it be te, 
The Bride ſhe man come forth, 
Tho? a the gear ſhe has, 
It is bur little worth; 
A Briddle it ſhall be, 
Se {pear at Jeax her Mither, 
Content am I, quoth ſhe, 
Fy gar the Laſs come hither; 
'The Bride. lap 1a to the Bed, 
Ana titeBridgraom ged till her 
Thc Fidler crap 1n to the mids 
Ann they H--dicd altogether, 
Fi N-1% 


